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	1. The Good, the Bad and the Sly

Night in Zootopia.

It was a historic night. An optimist would say for a city as great as Zootopia, every night is historic. A pessimist would say that maybe the more accurate statement is that every night is equally unimportant. A master thief would say that the night the world's largest gemstone arrives is pretty notable.

The Nope Diamond was going to be the greatest attraction ever housed at the Zootopia Natural History Museum. Three armoured trucks were bringing it through the brightly lit streets. Given its immense value, the ZPD had naturally been tasked with safeguarding it. Officer McHorn was in charge of the operation, driving the primary truck alongside Officer Delgado. Officers Wolford and Higgins were in the front truck, Officers Fangmeyer and Snarlov had the truck in the rear, and Officers Judy Hopps and Nick Wilde – the department's first rabbit and first fox, lauded by their fellow officers and the public for stopping a conspiracy which threatened the entire city – were on the other side of District One on traffic duty.

"Aaaaaaagh," said Judy.

"Hang in there, Fluff," said Nick. He was relaxed in the passenger seat of their cruiser, hands behind his head. He was wearing his aviators despite the fact it was nearing 9pm – he wore them constantly on the job. "Not much longer 'til we can call it a night."

"I don't want to call it a night! This is not _a night!_" Judy gripped the steering wheel tightly. "We could be there, Nick! We could be helping!"

"What, you're questioning Chief Bogo's judgement? Think you could run the department better?" teased Nick. "Just relax." He cast a worried eye to how Judy's foot was tapping furiously right next to the pedals. "No, but seriously, relax," he added. "Please don't crash the car. I'm far too handsome to die."

Judy sighed heavily. "I'd just feel better if I could help out with something this important."

Nick chuckled. "Define 'important'. Can't be death-defying adventure every time, Carrots. The everyday stuff is important too."

"That's true," conceded Judy. "That's completely true. It's just... this doesn't feel right."

* * *

><p>A dark silhouette was cast against the shining full moon. Lithe and wiry, he stood on a rooftop, the moonlight glinting off the large golden crescent at the tip of the cane he gripped in one hand.<p>

The grey raccoon watched the street below him. The wind was cold up here. It pushed at his navy shirt, threatened his matching cap, and lightly ruffled the black cloth of his entirely extraneous domino mask. But he was in his element – physically, at least.

Sly Cooper, legendary thief, put a gloved finger to his ear. "I dunno, Bentley. This just doesn't feel right."

A nasal voice came in through his earpiece. "For the last time, Sly, this is our _only_ chance at the diamond! The museum's too well protected – we need to hit the truck!"

Sly paced along the roof impatiently, entirely unconcerned by the several storeys between him and ground level. "It's so anti-climactic, though. This isn't a heist, it's a hit and run. It's not exactly going to sound impressive in the history books."

The turtle sighed. "I still can't sell you on the 'But the diamond never even _arrived_!' angle, huh?"

"I'm just saying," Sly just said, "a daring heist of the museum feels a lot more appropriate."

A third voice joined in, contrasting Sly's rich tones with a loud energy. "Guys, this is taking too long!"

"Murray's right," said Sly. "I've been up here for like half an hour now. I'm running out of dramatic poses."

"**The Murray** _always_ appreciates dramatic pose etiquette, but that's not what I mean!" said the hippo. "They should've driven past by now!"

"That's an... excellent point," said Bentley, concern creeping into his voice. "The convoy's been delayed. According to my intel..." A pause as he consulted his computer. "...they're still several blocks away."

Sly smirked. "I'll investigate."

"What? No! We need you in position!"

"I'll get into position once I find the truck." Sly was already running for the far side of the roof. "I can keep up with it, Bentley. This is _me_ we're talking about."

Bentley sounded uncertain. "Just... be quick about it."

The edge of the roof was approaching. "Always am."

And then he jumped.

* * *

><p>The truck hit another red light. McHorn huffed.<p>

Delgado raised an eyebrow. "What?"

"The lights," McHorn replied stiffly. "They're not right. Every junction turns red as we get to it."

The tiger sat up. "You think something's wrong?"

"Maybe, maybe not. Let's not take the chance. Ask HQ if we can go red."

"On it." Delgado flicked on the truck's radio. "Clawhauser, this is Delgado. Requesting permission to go red, over."

The cheetah's good-natured voice came in crisply. "Roger that, Del, gimme just a tick..." Delgado shot McHorn a smirk. The rhino rolled his eyes. "Alright, the Chief says you're clear!" Clawhauser said after a brief pause.

"Copy that, Clawhauser. Delgado out." The tiger switched frequencies. "All convoy units, we are going red."

After two curt confirmations from the other trucks, McHorn turned on his truck's sirens. The others followed suit, and the convoy tore through the junction, cars awkwardly moving out of its way.

"No more red lights," said Delgado.

"Don't relax yet," McHorn said. "It's a long way to the museum. Something could still go wro-"

With a furious roar, muscular figure landed on the front truck.

"-ng."

* * *

><p>Sly ran along a telephone wire and jumped. He fell and hooked his cane in the crook of a street lamp and let the momentum take him and swung up, then landed neatly on the next roof, tucking into a roll. And then he was running again.<p>

Zootopia was beautiful at night. And the view was always better from the rooftops.

As he cleared the roof and grabbed a pipe to climb to the next one, Bentley's voice crackled onto the comms. "You there, Sly?"

"Read you loud and clear, pal."

"It looks like the convoy has suddenly come to a complete halt."

Sly reached the top and jumped up, running to the other side. "Thanks for the heads up. I'll pick up the pace."

* * *

><p>Officer Wolford was backed against the armoured truck, gripping his radio tightly. "Clawhauser, we need backup, and <em>now<em>! We've got three officers down!" Delgado slammed against the truck next to him, his striped arms flailing. Wolford started. "Uh, four officers down!"

A broad-shouldered shadow passed over Wolford, covering him completely. A large grey fist grabbed him by the collar of his uniform.

Wolford's ears drooped in resignation. "F-... five officers down."

* * *

><p>"There's trouble?" asked Nick. Judy didn't answer, her purple eyes flicking between the road and the cruiser's radio.<p>

"Repeat, this is an emergency broadcast," came Clawhauser's voice. "Be advised that the convoy has a... uh, a _situation_. We have lots of calls for backup, so if all units in the area – repeat, _all_ units – could just, uh, head on over -"

"Hopps," said Nick, "let's be smart about this, okay?"

"Oh, totally," said Judy. "Totally, totally smart. As we rush towards adventure and save the day. Again." She gleefully activated the siren and sped the car toward the co-ordinates Clawhauser was giving out.

Nick rubbed his eyes. "Oh, god."

* * *

><p>Sly stopped just above the convoy. After many years as a thief, he was used to violent, even bizarre, sights. Even still, the scene gave him pause.<p>

The trucks were messily piled on a road by the canal. The front truck was on its side, its upper wheels still slowly spinning. The middle and rear trucks had stopped awkwardly, not quite in line with the road. Officers lay scattered and moaning, but there didn't appear to be any causalities.

"Something hit these guys hard," Sly said into his earpiece. "But I don't-"

Suddenly, McHorn flew into view from behind the middle truck. The huge cop slammed into the third truck's front, but recovered. Sly could see that the holster on his belt had been roughly torn off. With nothing else, the rhino raised his fists defensively.

A snow leopard exploded from the same place McHorn had emerged. He was massive. He only wore a pair of purple slacks, leaving his powerful torso uncovered. He ran at McHorn on all fours, snarling.

McHorn readied himself but he couldn't prepare for the leopard's brutally fast movements. He leapt at the officer and fired off a combination of strikes that Sly almost couldn't follow: right hook left hook right kick left kick roundhouse. McHorn blocked the punches with his arms but the kicks surprised him, catching him in the stomach. His guard failed and the leopard slammed a palm into his face. McHorn fell with a grunt.

The leopard let him drop. He looked around. His eyes travelled upwards and Sly quickly ducked back into the shadows. He waited for a few seconds. No sound from below.

Sly peered over the roof. The leopard was satisfied. He left the officers where they were and went to the main truck. He took hold of the handles of the back doors, and then pulled. He pulled and growled to himself and _pulled_ and the doors burst open, a few pieces of metal flying loose.

Sly raised an eyebrow. "_He probably could've just taken the keys off a cop_."

The snow leopard stomped inside. Sly went to the edge of the roof. Finding a pipe, he slid easily to ground level. "Yeah, guys, we have... competition. Big, angry competition," he murmured. "I'm going for the diamond."

"_**What?!**_" Bentley yelled. "If there's a threat, wait for us!"

"He'll get away! I have to at least slow him down." Sly crept toward the truck. Some officers watched him as he passed, but the snow leopard had been brutal and they weren't about to stop him. "Try to get here as fast as you can, but for now, I'm going in."

He reached the truck.

The convoy held a state-of-the-art containment unit – just one of many high-end toys the museum's curator had procured for the exhibit. The Nope Diamond sat in a small dome of reinforced glass. The dome was on top of a black box with a handful of visible lights. The device looked innocuous, but was actually a labyrinth of alarms, requiring careful, precise handling in order to be disarmed. It was Sly's role in his team's quote unquote "heist" to deactivate it, and he was one of the few people on the planet who could possibly pull off such a task.

Tai Lung walked up to it, examined it for a moment, and then punched it. The glass shattered. The box immediately let out a chorus of wailing alarms. Tai Lung punched it again and it went quiet.

Sly winced. A part of him died a little.

Tai Lung took the diamond and turned around. His golden eyes widened when he saw Sly, as though he was shocked – insulted – that someone could approach him silently.

"Hey there," said Sly guardedly. "It's okay, you probably didn't know, but that's _my_ diamond to steal. So how about you just scamper back to where-ever you came from, alright?"

Tai Lung took a second to look him up and down. Suddenly his fist was flying at Sly's face.

Sly tilted his head out of the way, looking mildly put out. "Rude."

Tai Lung snarled and struck again, but he only used his free hand and it was all too easy for Sly to lean nonchalantly out of the way. Tai Lung kicked out and Sly slipped back, his cane reaching out and snatching the diamond from Tai Lung's grasp.

"Thanks, Snowflake!" Sly turned and went to leave, breaking into a sprint.

He must not have been fast enough. A fist closed around his shirt collar and a second later he was flying backwards into the truck. Sly hit the back wall, disorientated. The diamond fell from his hand.

Tai Lung stalked toward Sly, one fist at the ready. The thief wasn't going to get in his way again. He took a step forward and suddenly a grey blur flew in from nowhere and kicked off of Tai Lung's fist so hard that he punched himself in the face.

Judy landed smartly, eyes on the leopard. "I never get tired of doing that," she whispered to herself.

Tai Lung wobbled slightly, dizzied from the force of the blow. He recovered quickly and whirled around. When he saw Judy, he seemed entirely at a loss, but his amazement soon melted into something more controlled.

"You... hit me. You actually hit me." His voice was quiet and oddly refined. "I'm impressed." He took a few steps towards her. "I am also very, very angry," he added calmly. "You are going regret that _immensely_."

"ZPD!" said Judy, flashing her badge. "You are under arrest for -" and then Tai Lung leapt at her.

Judy rolled out of the way, but Tai Lung was fast. Despite his size, he was precise, controlled in his movements. He missed her but turned on his heel and went for her again. Judy used the cramped space to her advantage, kicking off the walls of the truck, dodging through Tai Lung's arms.

Outside, Nick was still checking on the wounded officers, his sunglasses tucked into his shirt pocket. His ears perked at a sound, and he noticed the main truck was rocking on its wheels.

"Um," he said.

The truck's motion jostled Sly into regaining his focus. His eyes landed on the Nope Diamond, lying defencelessly on the floor. It glinted in the half-light. All he had to do was take it and slip away.

Judy flew straight through Tai Lung's grasp and kicked him hard in the nose. Tai Lung yelled, falling on one knee and curling up.

Judy landed neatly in front of him, folding her arms. "That's more like it. As I was saying, you are under arrest for -"

Tai Lung shot up like lightning and grabbed her in one huge fist. He slammed her into the truck's wall with a loud bang, grabbing Sly's attention. Judy immediately started kicking at his arm, but he was too strong.

"You idiot." Tai Lung unsheathed the claws of his free hand, his eyes narrowing. "I'm going to make you to _remember_ this." Judy's hard expression faltered, memories getting the better of her.

From the floor, Sly glanced from Tai Lung to the diamond and back again.

It would've made for a bad story anyway.

Sly jumped up and tackled Tai Lung at the shoulder. It was like hitting a wall – the leopard was as solid as stone. Sly recovered quickly, bringing his cane down hard on Tai Lung's head. For a family heirloom, it made an excellent weapon.

Tai Lung took a few blows before retaliating. He rolled his shoulder, dislodging Sly. He twisted diagonally and shot out a kick, knocking Sly into the opposite wall from Judy. He grabbed Sly with his free hand, pinning him against the wall at the neck. He stood there, facing the door, Judy in one hand and Sly in the other.

"Hah!" said Sly. "What exactly are you going to do now, smart guy?"

Tai Lung tightened his grip on Sly's windpipe.

"Oh," managed Sly.

Nick appeared in the doorway. He looked uncertainly, rapidly, between the three. "What the hell is going on in here?!"

Judy wiggled ineffectually. "Hi, Nick!"

Tai Lung huffed in exasperation. He looked around the truck, unwilling to release Judy or the increasingly desperate Sly. He noticed the diamond below him. With two sharp motions, he bounced it off the floor with his foot, then kicked it at Nick's face.

Nick's eyes widened and he threw his arms up, barely managing to catch the gem. Tai Lung threw Sly at him, threw Judy into the back of the truck, and jumped forward.

Sly hit Nick and they both rolled on the road, Sly coughing and catching his breath. The diamond skidded along the tarmac before coming to a stop. It gleamed, entirely unharmed.

Tai Lung bent to pick it up and Judy flew in, kicking him in the back of the head. He tipped forward and Sly struck him full-force in the face with his cane. Tai Lung growled and Nick pulled himself up to shoot Tai Lung in the knee with his shock pistol.

Tai Lung roared furiously at the sting of the electricity. "**Enough of this!**" He grabbed Judy by the ears and Sly by the cane and bashed them into each other before flinging them in opposite directions. He kicked at Nick angrily, his technique sloppy. He caught Nick in the shoulder but the fox managed to get a hand on the diamond before momentum threw him back into the wall of a nearby shop.

Nick grunted on impact and tried to recover as quickly as the instructors at the Academy had demanded. Tai Lung approached him slowly. His voice was low. "Give. Me. The _diamond_. Fox."

Nick noticed a familiar look in the leopard's eye. "What, this diamond?"

"I _won't_ ask again."

Nick smiled. "Here." He threw it as hard as he could.

Tai Lung's eyes widened in genuine shock and he turned, following its path. He jumped for the diamond but Sly stepped on his shoulder and reached for it but Judy bounced off the ground then Tai Lung's face then Sly's chest and flew towards it, wrapping her arms around it in mid-air.

"**A-HA!**" yelled Judy triumphantly. "I got it! And there's nothing _either_ of you can-" and it was at that point she fell into the river.

She disappeared into the dark water with a muted splash. Sly moved forward, concerned, before getting punched in the back.

He rolled and managed to recover before Tai Lung came at him again. He was furious now. Unfocused. Easier to dodge, but deadlier.

Nick pulled himself up, took one look at the kung fu warrior trying to murder the master thief, and promptly gave them a wide berth. He ran to the river, trying desperately to remain focused. "Judy! _**Judy**_**!**"

Tai Lung heard it first, the sound snapping him out of his rage. It soon became clear to Sly as well. Sirens. Sirens from all sides. From both ends of the street, walls of bright lights and wailing noise approached.

Tai Lung and Sly each took stock of the armada of police cars. Tai Lung seriously considered staying, fighting his way through the entire city if he had to. But too much had gone wrong already. Another time.

Tai Lung glared at Sly and ran a finger along his throat. Sly shrugged and gave him a bland smile.

They ran for different roofs.

Nick stood on the bank of the canal. He'd found a ring buoy. He didn't realize how tightly he was gripping it. His eyes followed the movements of the water easily despite the darkness. His heart was in his throat.

Judy exploded loudly, inelegantly, out of the water. She held the diamond tightly against her chest.

"_Ohthankgod_," Nick muttered. "**Judy!** Judy, are you alright?"

Judy spat a mouthful of river water right onto the diamond. She didn't notice. "This thing is heavy, Nick!" she called, a little woozily. "Diamonds are really _heavy_!"

Nick smiled. He felt tired. "That's... that's great, Judy." He threw the ring buoy out to her. "Just keep a hold of it, okay?"

He dragged her back to the river bank. Judy soon felt earth underneath her paws again. "What, you weren't going to heroically dive in to pull me out yourself?" she asked mockingly.

"Not my style. You know that by now." Nick's smile faded as he looked her up and down. "You sure you're alright?"

Judy scoffed. "I'm fine, you big baby. Just wet. And very, very cold." She shifted a little in her drenched uniform. "Let's, uh... let's get this diamond to the museum, and then go home? Please?"

He slipped his sunglasses back on. "Sounds good, Carrots. You want to drive, or..." He gestured broadly to the twenty-five police cruisers on the street above them. "...will one of these do instead?"

* * *

><p>Tai Lung reached the rooftop. He cast a disdainful look down at the street, now swarming with police. He could see the rabbit and the fox bringing the diamond away.<p>

"This isn't over," he muttered to himself. He took off in a four-legged sprint.

On the next roof over, Sly watched him from the shadows. He smiled.

"You got that right."

* * *

><p>[<em>Howdy! Thanks for reading this far! I just wanted to make a quick note here. Some of you may have recognized tonight's antagonist. Some of you may not have. It's cool either way! I've filled the gaps in this story by borrowing characters from elsewhere. I'll be trying to write them in-character, but also so that prior knowledge isn't necessary. This is primarily Zootopia, then Sly Cooper, then the villains, and finally there's a handful of minor characters you might or might not know. Hopefully you'll enjoy it either way. 'Til next time!<em>]


	2. Clods and Curators

[_Hello again! A quick clarification to answer some questions I've been getting: the non-Zootopia characters in this story aren't their literal, canon selves. They're (essentially) identical people who exist within the Zootopia universe. So Tai Lung, for instance, doesn't hail from ancient China, because a) it's modern day, and b) "China", strictly speaking, might not even exist here. There's no dimension-hopping shenanigans going on. Instead, I tweaked backstories – sorta like adapting a comic book into a film. It'll become clearer as we move on. Hope that helps!_]

* * *

><p>"Yeah, guys? If I were you I'd turn around right now."<p>

Sly sprinted from rooftop to rooftop, his voice calm and even despite the exertion. He was used to multitasking like this. "Things with the diamond... didn't go great. Every cop in the city is out there now."

"Copy that, Sly!" Murray said over the comms. "I'll park the van somewhere quiet, and me and Bentley will go back to the hideout once they've gone by."

"But what are _you_ doing?" asked Bentley. "Shouldn't you be heading back as well?"

Sly's eyes were focused. Through the darkness, he could see a burly figure up ahead, jumping through the city with precise, powerful movements.

Tai Lung.

"The guy who beat us to the diamond... whoever he is, he's tough, and he means business," said Sly. "I'm not letting him slip away. He's gonna lead me right back to his own hideout."

Bentley sighed. "And if this guy's so dangerous, why doesn't it occur to you that tailing him might get you killed? Did you take one too many blows to the head?"

Sly ran across a telephone wire above a busy street – it barely bent under his weight. "I seem to be doing fine, pal. I'm just not a fan of this guy's attitude. He's a real menace to nice young policewomen."

"_There_ it is," said Bentley flatly. "Mystery solved. There's a policewoman."

"Hey, we may be thieves, but we're still guests in this city," said Sly. "And I for one am not about to let some shirtless maniac endanger something as priceless and beautiful as-"

"The policewoman?" Murray asked.

"I was going to say the Nope Diamond." Sly watched Tai Lung's movements warily. He was getting a little too close to him. "Listen, I'll be in touch when I have something. Talk soon."

Tai Lung landed heavily on a rooftop. He picked out muffled, startled yells from directly below him – apartment building. It didn't matter. They were insects.

But now that he was actively focusing on his hearing, he noticed something else. It was almost imperceptible in the fevered soundscape of the city. But it was there.

He jogged toward the edge of the roof, acting as though he hadn't heard it. Then, as he jumped over the street to the next line of roofs, he twisted in mid-air suddenly. His eyes darted around, trying to catch the source of the noise by surprise.

He saw nothing behind him. He landed easily, nonchalantly, despite facing the wrong direction. He stood there for a few moments, being thorough. But nothing moved. The rooftops were deserted.

He shook his head and then set off again.

Sly climbed back up to the height of the rooftops, having spent the last few seconds comfortably perched on a drainpipe out of view. He smiled as he watched Tai Lung jump away.

"_You're pretty good... but you're no Cooper_."

* * *

><p>Nick pulled up to the museum. The bundle of wet towels on the passenger seat turned towards him and gave him a bright smile.<p>

"See? Everything's fine!"

"Let's just get the diamond inside, alright?" Nick pulled a towel off of Judy's face to better see her. "The more time we waste, the more likely it is you'll get a cold or something."

Judy laughed. "You sound like my mom!"

"And _you_ sound like my twin brother Alfonso who tragically died after he fell into a river and got Super-Pneumonia."

Judy shook off the rest of her towels, holding the Nope Diamond in the crook of her arm. "Why do you have to express your concern through outrageous lies?"

"The value of a cautionary tale lies not in its truthfulness, but the well-intentioned terror it evokes."

"Uh huh."

They stepped out, taking a moment to survey the battalion of police cars that had followed them. Some officers had gone back to their previous duties once Tai Lung and Sly had both fled, but many hadn't. No more risks.

The curator was standing on the museum's front steps – a leopard with entirely black fur and intelligent yellow eyes. He was tall and powerfully built, especially considering his famously soft-spoken nature. He was smartly dressed, his dark purple shirt even having gold cufflinks.

He strode toward them, his arms folded behind his back. "Good evening, officers." His voice was deep, and he had a rich accent. He took a look around at the sea of white and black metal flooding his parking lot, then glanced back to the still wet Judy. "...I take it there were... complications."

"Nothing we couldn't handle, sir!" said Judy, giving him a salute with her free hand. Then she carefully offered him the diamond. "We have it right here, Mr Okonkwo."

"Ah! Excellent." He knelt down to her level and took it from her delicately. He took a moment to examine it in the gleaming light of the streetlamps before realizing something. "What happened to the containment unit I bought for it?"

"Uh," said Nick, "it's... pretty broken."

"Of course," said Okonkwo flatly. "At least _that_ was insured..." He stood to his full height, cradling the diamond in both paws. "Please, come inside."

Nick and Judy followed him through the museum's doors, passing by two wolf guards standing stiffly to attention. "If you don't mind me asking, how'd you pay for all this new security?" asked Nick. "I thought the museum only had whatever scraps City Hall threw to it."

"Our municipal funding has seen an increase thanks to the new exhibit," said Okonkwo. "Mostly, however, I financed things through a public donation fund. Hosting this gem is a huge honour, but also a burden. I hoped our patrons would understand that, and I'm happy to report their generosity has astounded me. Not only that, the diamond has also become something of an issue in the upcoming elections for mayor. Every candidate made a show of donating to the museum." Okonkwo smiled. "Certainly a fortunate development from my perspective."

Judy nudged Nick and pointed down to the diorama of prehistoric times built into the lobby's floor. "Hey, look. That's where we almost died that one time."

"Ah," said Nick. "Precious memories."

Okonkwo cleared his throat awkwardly. "Yes... I'm truly sorry for what happened to you here."

Nick shrugged. "It's not like it was your fault."

"Besides," said Judy brightly, "we can say that about at least four other places in the city. And that's just counting when Nick and I nearly died at the same time!"

Okonkwo looked over his shoulder to give Judy a concerned look. "... Even still."

"_Any_way," said Nick with an odd emphasis, "what you're saying is that the diamond is safe here?"

"Absolutely. Between the guards and the alarm systems, I am quietly confident of the gem's security."

Okonkwo handed the diamond off to one of two wolves stationed at the main staircase. "Take this up to Doctor Solus, will you? Make sure he gets to look it over before it goes into containment."

"Yes, sir."

Judy watched the wolves head upstairs. "There's still academic staff working? It's pretty late."

"The work ethic of a hamster on coffee is... hard to match." Okonkwo gave both officers a wide smile. "I cannot thank you enough for what you've done for my museum tonight."

"Oh, there's no need for that," said Judy, "we're just doing our jobs." She gave a modest wave of her hand, dislodging a fleck of water from her paw onto Okonkwo's trousers.

"Carrots, you're tracking water onto the nice man's floor. From the _river_ you fell into. You can at least let him thank you!" Nick turned to Okonkwo, laying a hand on his own chest and lowering his sunglasses dramatically. "Now personally, I was kicked into a wall. And I don't feel bad telling you about it. Have you ever been kicked into a wall, Mr Okonkwo?"

He smiled wryly. "Not recently."

"Well, either way, I'm sure you can appreciate it's not exactly pleasant."

"Very true." Okonkwo produced two pieces of paper from his shirt pocket. "So, with that in mind, I'd like to extend an invitation to the two of you. On Friday night there's a private party to officially open the exhibit. I'd love to see both of you there. 7pm, black tie. Although I'm sure dress uniform would do nicely."

Judy took her envelope more hesitantly than Nick did. "Oh, Mr Okonkwo... you don't..."

He held up a hand. "Please. If nothing else, consider it recompense for your unfortunate experience here."

"C'mon, Carrots," said Nick, elbowing her eagerly. "It'd be fun to rub shoulders with 'Zootopia's Finest'."

Okonkwo laughed quietly. "You two _are_ Zootopia's Finest."

* * *

><p>It took some doing, but Sly succeeded in shadowing Tai Lung back to a web of alleyways in a shadier region of District One. When the leopard aimed towards an abandoned warehouse, Sly had a feeling they'd arrived.<p>

Three dark grey hyenas were loitering outside the warehouse. Sly wasn't the kind of guy to use words like 'loitering' to describe how people stood around, but there was no denying it. They were slouched against the wall, wearing dark denim jackets and faded trousers. Two of them were muttering into cigarettes while a third stared blankly at nothing.

They were definitely loitering.

Tai Lung landed in the alleyway, next to a trio of dark green motorcycles; it seemed like the hyenas were some kind of minor biker gang. At his arrival, the centre hyena – the only woman, and presumably the leader – strode toward him angrily.

"'Bout time you – hey, what gives? Aren't you supposed to have the thing?!"

Tai Lung shouldered past her. "Get out of my way, you wretch." He stalked inside the warehouse.

The second hyena watched him go. "D'you think something went wrong, Shenzi?"

She huffed a strand of her black hair out of her face. "Oh, _jeez_, Banzai. Just _maybe_." She followed Tai Lung inside, Banzai trailing after her. The third hyena kept staring into space. He hadn't noticed them leave.

Sly pressed a finger to his ear. "I've found it. Bentley, you have my GPS location?"

"Triangulating it now."

"Good. I'm going inside to find out a little more."

"You want us to come pick you up?" asked Murray.

"Maybe later. I'll call if I need you. Sly out._"_

There weren't any ropes or the like leading from Sly's rooftop to the warehouse, so he was forced to approach on ground level. He crept past the third hyena's back – not exactly his most impressive achievement in the art of stealth – and climbed a rusty pipe to the roof, letting himself in through a dirty window.

Tai Lung's voice was clear. "Just get a hold of him! I need to inform him of what happened."

From his position on a steel beam, Sly squinted down at the warehouse floor. As well as Tai Lung and the two hyenas, there was someone else: a yellow lynx, short and youngish with tall, pointed ears. She wore a bright green jumpsuit and a visor in a similar colour. It didn't quite obscure the bags under her eyes. She was frowning uncertainly.

"We were only supposed to contact him as a last resort." Her voice was nasal, and surprisingly loud for her small frame. "_Team nerd_," Sly identified with confidence.

"Well, consider this an _emergency_! Just **do it!**"

The lynx backed up defensively. "Okay! Okay. Give me a second."

She went to get something. Sly took the opportunity to reach into the red pack strapped to his leg and produce his Binocucom – which, as it sounded, was a computerized pair of binoculars. He didn't need the magnification to make out the people below him, but the dark blue device had a high-definition camera built into it. He took a few photos of Tai Lung, the hyenas, and the lynx.

She was tinkering with something on a table in the middle of the empty warehouse. It looked like a cellphone wired into an old speaker. She stepped back, wringing her paws nervously.

The phone clicked, and a voice came in, impossibly deep and tinged with an electronic edge. Most likely a voice modulator, but Sly wasn't prepared to rule out a giant robot. "**What?**"

"We, um," said the lynx, "...that is-"

"He didn't get the thing!" yelled Shenzi.

The caller paused. "**Tai Lung? Care to explain?**"

"There were complications," said Tai Lung roughly. "Everything was going to plan, until I was interrupted by some... raccoon. I could've handled it, except _then_ this rabbit police officer came in and stole the dia-" He cast a disdainful glance to the hyenas. "...stole _it_ back. Then the entire police department arrived. I had to leave."

"**Judy Hopps...? Hmm.**" There was an odd electric crackle as the caller took a breath. "**Now, Tai Lung. We all had our roles. Peridot succeeded in delaying the convoy, I assume?**"

"I did! Hacking into the traffic system was even easier than anticipated," said the lynx, with the restrained smugness of someone angling for Employee of the Month.

"**And it was _your_ job to extract the package.**" Even through the modulator, the dangerous shift in the caller's tone was evident. "**You _assured_ me that you could do it alone.**"

"And I did!" Tai Lung practically yelled. "Until unknown elements came in from nowhere! So maybe I wasn't the one failing my role, maybe it was _you_!"

Peridot gasped and the hyenas shared a look. "**Excuse me?! This is your failing, not mine! My planning - **"

Tai Lung growled. "What? Do you honestly think your trio of idiots could have possibly handled things better?!"

"Well, he's got a point there," said Banzai placidly. Shenzi punched him on the arm.

"**Silence! Silence, all of you! I will not tolerate this insubordination!**"

Sly always enjoyed watching other teams fall apart – there was a certain catharsis to it. He didn't notice that the third hyena had wandered back inside. He poked Banzai on the arm.

"Huh? What is it, Ed?"

Ed pointed calmly, silently, to the roof. Banzai looked up and saw Sly. "Holy crap, there's a guy up there! Shenzi, there's a guy!"

Shenzi, Tai Lung and Peridot whirled around, the latter yelping upon seeing Sly. "The site's been compromised!"

"**What?!**" The voice on the other end of the phone cut the connection immediately.

Tai Lung's eyes narrowed. "You!"

"Sorry, gotta run!" Sly ran for the window and ducked through it. He grabbed the pipe and slid down to ground level and ran for the next roof over and suddenly a wall of snow leopard slammed into him.

Sly landed heavily on the cold earth. He only had a second to recover before Tai Lung pinned him to the ground with one hand. "You irritating little...!"

Sly forced himself to smile. "I'm actually quite the charmer once you get to know me."

Tai Lung hissed and went to punch him. There was no room to dodge.

Then Tai Lung got hit by a van.

He skidded along the ground and crashed against a metal dumpster. He left a dent in it.

Sly crawled to the van's passenger side. He opened the door, and sure enough, Murray was in the driver's seat. His light blue shirt was slightly too short for his large frame, leaving some of his round pink stomach visible. The hippo watched Tai Lung's body with concern through the goggles of his red mask.

"Oh, jeez," he said. "Is he okay?"

Tai Lung leapt to his feet suddenly, cold fury in his eyes.

"Oh," said Murray. "Guess so."

Sly slammed the door shut. "Punch it!"

With a squeal of rubber, the Cooper's Gang van pulled a tight turn and sped back the way it came, flying down the alleyway dangerously. It was followed by the hyenas, who had taken to their motorcycles with loud laughter. Tai Lung watched them leave, the light reflecting ominously off his eyes.

"Looks like we've still got company!" said Murray. "Wanna get these suckers off our back, Bentley?"

"Gladly!" Bentley opened the van's back door, giving him a view of the hyenas. He pressed a button on his large silver wheelchair, and an arm extended from its side, levelling a mechanized crossbow against his glasses.

"Steady... steady..." He aimed his crosshair at Shenzi's front wheel – she was in the centre, and slightly ahead of Ed and Banzai. He suddenly loosed a dart. It landed with a loud bang, rupturing the rubber of the tyre. Shenzi yelled and swerved erratically, knocking Banzai into a pile of garbage before falling against Ed's bike.

The Cooper Gang could just about make out the hyenas getting to their feet and gesturing wildly as they sped away. Then the darkness swallowed them, and the gang was away.

Sly sank into the passenger seat as Bentley shut the door. "Nice going. How'd you guys get here so fast, anyway?"

Bentley adjusted his thick, opaque spectacles. "Full disclosure – we headed over as soon as we'd located you. We figured something like this was going to happen."

"Just one of those nights, y'know?" added Murray. "One of those, 'Sly might get himself killed 'cause he met a lady' nights..."

"I'd take offence to that, but I guess I _did_ get caught..." Sly yawned despite himself. "It has been a long night. Let's regroup at the shop. We have a lot to do tomorrow. After all," he added, "we haven't stolen that diamond yet, have we?"

Bentley sighed. "I'll prepare a slideshow."

* * *

><p>[<em>Here's some trivia for you: panthers don't exist. "Panthers" are technically mythical creatures from medieval Europe. "Black panthers" are, depending on whether it's South America or Africa, jaguars (like Mr. Manchas) or leopards who are born melanistic. There is no such actual thing as a "panther". Weird, huh?<br>And in case anybody's wondering: Mr. Big's house, Mr. Manchas' house (twice in a row!), Cliffside, and the rail tracks just outside the museum. Zootopia's my kinda Disney movie, though I'm sure other protagonists have similarly dangerous track records. Til next time!_]


	3. In Brief

"_Good morning, Zootopia! This is Xue Winters, with the Morning Report."_

_"I'm Peter Moosebridge, a very good morning."_

_"Our top story: despite dramatic scenes last night, the Nope Diamond was successfully delivered to the Zootopia Natural History Museum. The ZPD has yet to release a statement regarding the individuals who attempted to steal the diamond. However, eyewitness reports indicate that more than one thief made an attempt on the diamond simultaneously, allowing for the ZPD to capitalize on the disorder and regain control of the situation."_

_"The Nope Diamond, named for its discoverer Doctor Emily Nope, is believed to be the world's largest gemstone. The diamond was discovered by a geological team consisting of multiple species of both predators and prey, and has taken on symbolic significance for many in the city in light of events earlier this year."_

_"T'Challa Okonkwo, the curator of the Natural History Museum, has assured this program that the diamond is completely safe and the scheduling of its exhibition will proceed as planned. The exhibit will officially open on Friday night at a private ceremony, and will be open to the public from Saturday morning onwards, free of charge."_

_"In other news, the elections to replace Interim Mayor Dewey began in earnest this week. The shocking arrests of not only Leodore Lionheart but also Dawn Bellweather have had a clear and visceral impact on the city's political landscape. A total of thirty-two candidates have officially entered the race, standing on a number of platforms. It's currently impossible to determine who among them has a chance of pulling ahead, since early polls suggest a vast lead for pop singer Gazelle – despite the star's repeated insistence she is not actually running."_

_"The people want what they want, Peter."_

_"Apparently so, Xue. Apparently so."_

* * *

><p>The morning light shone through the glass front doors of the Zootopia Police Department Headquarters. Two short but proud figures emerged through the golden shine, alert and ready despite the early hour. They knew their place and their value; they'd proven themselves to the department, and by now they had earned more than just the respect of their fellow officers. They were exemplars, heroes; almost legends.<p>

Judy sneezed.

Nick had burst out laughing the first time she'd done it – she hopped a little every time, despite herself – but by now the novelty had worn off. "Are you _sure_ you're -"

"I'm fine! Jeez." Judy rubbed at her nose with a tissue. "Nothing to worry about, Grandma."

"Super-Pneumonia~..." Nick muttered under his breath.

As they approached the front desk, Clawhauser looked up from the paperwork he was half-heartedly pawing at. The cheetah's face lit up. "Well if it isn't my favourite dynamic duo! How are you guys doing?"

"Morning, Clawhauser!" Judy smiled. "We're both just great."

"Allegedly," coughed Nick.

Judy chuckled. "Nick's a little worried for me after I fell into a river last night."

Clawhauser sat forward, his eyes wide. "Oh my goodness, you did? You actually did? I mean, that's what some of the guys were saying, but -"

"Oh, she did," said Nick. "And I _actually_ got kicked into a wall. It was a rough night."

"Nothing we couldn't handle," said Judy proudly.

"Dangerous, really."

"Another day serving the city!"

"There was some kind of... kung fu murderer."

"And a guy in a domino mask!" laughed Judy. "Can you believe that? Like an old-school cartoon."

"But mostly a kung fu murderer."

"Wow, you guys see all the action," said Clawhauser. "I'd say I envy you, _buuuuut_ I'm pretty happy here at front desk, really. Gotta play to your strengths, y'know?" He glanced at his watch and started. "Oh goodness, I'd better stop distracting you! You two should head on to the bullpen right away. Bogo says that the briefing this morning is really important!"

"Yeah, I imagine it will be," said Judy.

"No kidding," said Nick. "I guess I'll have to stay awake through this one."

* * *

><p>Sly woke to the sound of something loudly sizzling in the kitchen. He could smell fresh fish from downstairs.<p>

Apparently breakfast was on.

He rolled out of bed and headed down. For "Operation: Slippery Nope", the gang had rented out an autoshop in Tundra Town. The owner was going on vacation anyway, and had been entirely fine with taking in lodgers on a no-questions-asked basis – once the sizeable check had cleared, of course.

Murray had insisted on the shop once they'd found it – he was fiercely protective of the team van, and always made it a priority to set up a hideout that could comfortably and safely house it. The actual living space was a bit on the small side and a little too cold, but Sly had known far worse.

He wandered into the kitchen with a stretch. "Morning, guys. What's cooking?"

"Mornin', Sly!" called Murray from the stove. "I found a great fish market just down the street. You want some salmon?"

"Sure thing! Thanks."

As Sly fixed himself breakfast – Murray had also bought some fresh bread – he glanced over to the other side of the room. Bentley had wired his laptop into the shop's TV, creating an informal setup for one of his digital presentations. "How was research, Bentley? Find what you need?"

"I did indeed. Those photos you took were a huge help. Now we know who we're dealing with." Bentley frowned. "Well, mostly."

"'Mostly' is definitely a good start." Sly sat at the table, laying his plate in front of him. Behind him, Murray looked over to the screen as well. Bentley cleared his throat.

"Alright, let's get -"

* * *

><p>"- <strong>started<strong> then, shall we?" thundered Bogo as he stomped up to his podium.

The room went quiet as Bogo took his place, laying two file folders onto his desk. He took a moment to look around the room before speaking.

"I suppose I should start with some well-earned congratulations. To everyone from the convoy team here this morning, for showing up despite various injuries – I have word Wolford needed the day off, but will be with us shortly... to every officer who responded so promptly to the call for backup, and of course, to Officers Hopps and Wilde for their excellent work in reclaiming the diamond. Well done, all of you.

"As police officers, we can't prevent every crime before it happens. But it's our job – our duty - to get a handle on things once something _does_, inevitably, go wrong. Last night, you succeeded in doing that. You should all be proud. I am." By now, Bogo was giving the officers a quiet smile. "I have half a mind to give you all the week off." He let the statement hang in the air, just long enough for some of the more optimistic officers to almost believe it, before his face darkened. "Or I would, if I was a sentimental _idiot_ who was completely divorced from reality. Eyes forward, people, we are far from done!"

"Had me worried for a second there," Nick muttered to Judy.

"While last night's work was exemplary, you all made one very big mistake. Clearly, not enough of you broke away to chase the perps – or maybe you did, and just botched it. Either way, nobody's being held for what happened last night. Normally, I wouldn't tolerate a mistake like this, but..." Bogo sighed. "Considering just _who_ our two missing criminals are, I can hardly be that upset."

He lifted one of the files. "Let's start with the shirtless punk who gave some of you new bruises, shall we?" Bogo opened the folder and read from it with his usual focused anger.

"'Tai Lung'. Full name: Unknown. Species: Snow Leopard. Address: Unknown. Place of birth: Unknown. Employment status: _Unknown_. Wanted on multiple counts of assault, breaking and entering, and destruction of property. Highly dangerous. Approach with extreme caution." He lowered the file and looked around the room. "You know how many times this degenerate has been arrested?"

"Uh," said Delgado, "tweeeelve?"

"Two hundred, or something?" guessed Francine.

"Zero," said Nick with a calm confidence.

"_Once_!" snapped Bogo.

"Goddammit," muttered Nick.

"Records are patchy, but we do know he served time after pleading guilty to a manslaughter case years ago. But since then, he's reached myth status among law enforcement agencies worldwide. Even if you manage to corner him somewhere – which damn near impossible, let me tell you – he'll just plough through whoever you've sent to detain him." Bogo slapped the file back on to his desk. "His movements these past few years were erratic. He'd only show up once in a while and then melt back into the shadows. Frankly, we were hoping he'd stick to doing that. If he's finally joined some gang... that is not good news. I cannot stress this enough, people! This man is -"

* * *

><p>"- a real jerk. I know!" said Sly. "I was the one getting tossed around by him, after all."<p>

"I'm just saying, Sly. I can't stress this enough! In a straight fight, not even Murray is a match for him. We can't afford to take any chances."

Sly took another bite of bread. "Well, what about his lynx friend? She doesn't look that tough."

"Ah, her," said Bentley. "I had a feeling she was familiar, and once I looked her up I proved myself right! She's Dorothy Perrault, better known by her online handle of 'Peridot'. She's a pretty skilled hacker, with a background in electrical engineering. She's been arrested once or twice for minor infractions, but she's actually quite orderly and compliant to authority. Her records indicate she's a model prisoner."

"Sounds a little odd for a criminal," noted Sly.

"She's also incredibly neurotic and has a hair-trigger temper."

"Ah," said Sly. "That's more like it."

"The presence of a hostile hacker is very bad news for us, I'm afraid. My standard procedures only assume pre-existing firewalls. Another hacker going after the same target is a massive unknown variable - and potentially a _huge_ headache."

"So, in summary," said Sly, "we've got a dangerous kung fu master, a hacker who could mess up any tech plans we make, and a mastermind we can't even find."

"I admit, it does sound serious... but here we reach the comparatively good news. This team definitely has a weak link." Bentley changed the screen to a picture of the hyenas. "These guys are... not exactly what I'd call a 'threat'. I'd say they're 'dumb muscle', but they don't even seem to be that useful in a fight."

"So just dumb, then," offered Murray.

"Basically. They're local _flavour_. Shenzi's the woman, and the other two – Banzai and Ed – they answer to her. They do odd jobs, legal or otherwise. I'm not even sure what they were supposed to contribute last night, but they're definitely part of the operation."

"Right, right..." Sly frowned uncertainly. "And you couldn't dig up anything on the one behind all this?"

"I'm afraid not. Whoever they are, they're going to great lengths to protect their identity. Right now, they're too well hidden." Bentley smiled. "But I do have an idea of where we can start."

"I'm all ears."

"The thing is, Tai Lung and Peridot are both from out of town – and some distance out of town, at that. They seem to be specialists hired in for this job. But the hyenas already lived in Zootopia. Even if they were hired _because_ they were local, I imagine better candidates are available. It's a bit of a longshot, I admit, but I have my suspicions that these three could have some kind of link to our mystery mastermind. I think shaking them down for info is our next move."

"Hardly," said Sly. "We've got a heist to plan. You're the one who said the museum was practically a fortress – we need to focus our efforts on that if we want the diamond."

Bentley's brow furrowed. "What? We still have an enemy team to deal with – and a dangerous one, at that! I wouldn't feel comfortable trying to go for the Nope Diamond with them still in the picture. They're too much of a risk!"

"Yeah, Sly," added Murray. "What are we going to do about them?"

"Oh, we'll probably do something about them eventually. But the way I see it, right now, they're not _our_ problem." Sly smiled. "What about -"

* * *

><p>"- the other thief, sir?" asked Judy. "Is there any intel on him?"<p>

"Plenty," drawled Bogo. "Rather the opposite from Mr Tai Lung."

He opened the file – it was considerably heftier than the other one. Bogo was only reading from the first page.

"Sly Cooper, raccoon. Wanted internationally for millions of dollars worth of property theft. Usually steals from other criminals, but has been known to break that pattern for anything he considers to be suitably important or interesting – such as the Nope Diamond, for instance. He's been at this for years. Only notable break was fairly recently, when he dropped off the grid for a few months. Whatever that was, apparently it didn't last.

"Runs with what is narcissistically called 'The Cooper Gang', which consists of himself and two others. 'Murray', a hippo – driver and muscle. Not exactly the brightest, but very tough. 'Bentley', a turtle – smart one of the bunch. Hacker, engineer, strategist, that kind of thing. This is a man who illegally modified his own goddamn wheelchair. We can safely assume both of them are in the city as well."

Bogo gave the assembled officers a stern look. "Each of these men would be trouble by themselves. Together, they are a logistical _nightmare_. They've almost never been arrested, and when they have, they invariably escape custody later."

Nick stuck up his hand. "So, Chief, if these clowns are so hard to catch... what exactly do you expect us to do?"

Bogo huffed. "I'm not optimistic about catching the Cooper Gang, Wilde, but that doesn't mean I'm going to let them run rampant in my city. I expect you to be diligent, co-ordinated, and focused. I expect you to make life extremely hard for these, as you say, _clowns_. I _expect_ you to do your damn **job**! _Is that understood?_"

"**Yes, sir!**" chorused the room.

"Good." Bogo cleared his throat. "But while we're on the subject... it won't _just_ be you. Cooper hasn't gotten this far without garnering a lot of attention from law enforcement, to the point that there is an Interpol inspector who basically specializes in his case... and, as it happens, that inspector will be joining us shortly. They'll be arriving in just a few hours, actually. As per ZPD protocol, one of you will be assigned as their liaison. I'd explain what that means, but only one of you needs to know, and I don't feel like wasting any more time." Bogo began to put away both files. "We've had some awkward experiences before with outside agents, but frankly it's always an asset to have -"

* * *

><p>"More cops?" said Murray dubiously. "That seems like bad news to me. Why are you so interested in these two?"<p>

Sly leaned forward in his chair, his elbows on the table. "I guess I'm feeling optimistic. What did you find, Bentley?"

"It wasn't exactly hard to find out about the officers you described. They're practically celebrities – or were a few months ago, at least."

Bentley's screen displayed a newspaper from earlier in the year, showing the rabbit and fox Sly had seen the night before. They were in full uniform on a stage somewhere. The camera had caught them both laughing, as though one of them had just cracked a joke. '_ZPD WELCOMES FIRST FOX RECRUIT_', read the headline.

"On the left, Judy Hopps – a relatively recent recruit herself, and the department's first rabbit. Graduated top of her class, and as Sly can attest, she's no slouch in a fight. On the right, Nick Wilde – who, as you've no doubt put together yourselves, followed her soon after as the first fox. Unlike Judy, he's lived here his entire life, and he knows the city and everyone in it like few others. The two of them stopped a conspiracy which was causing massive political upheaval in Zootopia, after which Wilde joined the force as Hopps' partner. They've been working together ever since."

Sly smirked. "Sounds real inspiring."

"Social media certainly thought so," said Bentley dryly. "I have to admit, researching people who _don't_ live under a shroud of criminal secrecy was refreshing. So much easier than usual..."

"So, what are you thinking, Sly?" asked Murray.

Sly looked intently at Judy's smiling face, tapping his forefingers together thoughtfully.

"I'm thinking... I'm gonna need a phone and a printer."

* * *

><p>The rest of the meeting had been business as usual, with Bogo briskly handing out daily assignments. Nick and Judy were walking back to their cruiser, ready to get started. There was a noticeable spring in Judy's step – moreso than usual, that is.<p>

"So, what do you think about this Interpol agent? Exciting, huh?"

Nick scoffed. "Hardly. You're way too easily impressed, Carrots – he's not even here yet! Try not to be too disappointed when it's just some big brawny guy who immediately picks McHorn as his liaison so they can kick down doors at double capacity."

Judy raised an eyebrow. "And when exactly did Bogo specify the inspector was a 'guy'?"

Nick raised a hand defensively. "Educated guess, is all."

"Uh huh." Judy's phone buzzed in her back pocket. She took it out, confused. "Who's texting me at this hour...?"

"Who texts you at all?" asked Nick, earning him a elbow in his side from Judy.

The message was from a blocked number.

_Locksley Park, 1pm. If that suits your lunchbreak. Be a pal and come alone. Hope to see you_.

"Huh," said Judy.

Nick didn't look down. "What is it?"

"Mysterious text almost certainly from a master criminal who may or may not want to kill me," said Judy calmly. She glanced up to Nick. "Wanna come with?"

Nick shrugged. "Cool. Sure."


End file.
